him. I want to see that eastern world."

"The Count said a thing which interested me," she
said. "He said that we had no frontier there, except the
Persian King's will."

"It's very true. You liked that Count, and felt that
we ought to help him?"

"I shall be beheaded before morning," she said. "Never
mind; yes, I did and do."

"How old Timotheus makes one see things," he said.
"You won't be beheaded; your head is a very useful
citizen. I believe that the young shipwrights and some
younger corporals might be persuaded to go. They
might like to have the offer at least."

Soon after that, it was time to kiss the Empress's hands
and leave the Palace. Theodora was shocked at what
she had said and done amiss. It had been the most in-
teresting evening in her life, to sit there, in the Quarters,
the private rooms of Empire, talking with Empire, as
an equal, and being listened to by those simple souls.
Then she had seen Justinian's mother and this strange
Count; she had been asked to dictate policies, and had
done so; and she had had that quiet little talk with the
Prince. It was much to her, that he had spoken of
Timotheus at that moment. She still felt that Tirnotheus
had led her home, by some insight or spiritual prompt-
ing. She thought much of Justinian that night. She had
felt that her heart was dead within her; but was it quite
dead? Now she brooded on the image of this strange
scholar, the disciple of the heretic, who had said to her
with such simple feeling: "When certain things have
been done, and all these feelings stirred, the settling of
them's a problem." What had he meant? She saw
presently that he meant that he was in an anguish of
mind. The Emperor was a rude, brave soldier, who had